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“He went in the direction of McSwain’s ranch, and we 
will doubtless find him there.” 

The two mounted their horses and galloped down the road 
after the Kid. 

“I believe," said the sheriff, “that old John Chisum is 
aiding that little villain to escape.” 

“I know it,” Hindman answered. “A cow-boy saw old 
John in conversation with Billy, and he held Billy’s horse 
while the little demon went in and got his rifle' When 
Billy came out he gave him some advice, and the Kid rode 
away in this direction.” 

“The little demon then has his rifle?" said the sheriff, 


with st 


as,” replied Hindman. 

“ Then we will have no easy task before us 
keep a sharp lookout, for if he gets the drop 01 


We 


The men rode at a swift gallop until the ranch of Mc- 
gwain was in sight. 

McSwain's house was situated in the suburbs of the town 
of Lincoln. It was a costly edifice, built of hewn stone, the 
finest house in the country; was constructed so strong 
that it would make an excellent fort. 

The buildings were surrounded by an adobe wall, about 
four feet high, surmounted by pickets of iron. 

. , drawing rein, as they came in 


w of th 


is the matter ?” asked the sheriff, following his 


“I see the devil nowl” 

“ Where ?” 

“ Look right over that adobe wall that surrounds Mc- 


The officer did as directed, and caught sight of a small 
head peeping over the wall. The small basilisk eyes gleam¬ 
ed like the orbs of a serpent.. He had a brimless cap on 
his head, and was a poor object for a shot with a pistol at 

Notwithstanding the desperate character of the Kid, -the 
officers evidently thought lie would surrender to them and 
stand his trial, especially as the chances wore good for his 
coming clear. 

“ Como outofthere, Billy,” cried the sheriff. No response 
came, and the boy watched his would be captors. 

‘ ‘ I will advance on him, George, and do you keep a close 
watch on his movements. Have your revolver ready, and 
if he makes an effort to use his arms, shoot him down.” 

It was evident that the sheriff did not appreciate the 
desperate character with which he had to deal. 

He left Hindman standing in the road, holding his horse 
by the bit, while he advanced to get nearer tho Kid. 

“ Billy 1” the sheriff shouted. 

“ Is that you, sheriff?” asked Billy. 

“ Yes, it is; come out of there 1” 

“What for?” 

“I want to see you.” 


“Come 


“ I’ll not do it.” 

“ Then I’ll be compelled to make you.” 

“ You had bettor go on, and let me alone. 
“ I shall not do it; you must come with n 


s my pris- 


‘ 1 A prisoner ? What am I to be arrested for ?” 

, “Murder.” 

“ Murdering who ?” 

“Baker, Morton, and McCluskey.” 

“ They were prisoners, and trieel to escape.” 

‘ 1 McCluskey was no prisoner. ” 

“ But he was trying to aid them in escaping, and I shot 
him down.” 

“ Come out of there, Billy, and stand your trial like a 


“ I will ni 


; do it.” 


“ Then you must take the consequences," said the sheriff 
advancing his horse to the aelobo wall. 

The Kid made a movement, and the barrel of his rifle 
came above the wall. 

Crack 1 went the pistol of Hindman; the ball whizzed 
within an inch of the boy’s head. 

Instantly his rifle was cocked and leveled at Brady. The 
sheriff saw his danger and tried to get his pistol off, but 
the nimble hands of Billy were too quick for him. 

The sharp report of a rifle rang out, and Sheriff Brady 
grasped at the air a moment, then clung to tho saddle. 

The liorso whirled about with such a momentum that the 
body was thrown from the saddle, and fell limp and lifeless 
at the roadside. 

“Now for you !” shouted the Kid, leaping upon the wall 
and leveling his rifle at Hindman. 

The deputy sheriff saw his danger and wheeled his horse 
to fly. 

Crack ! went the rifle, sharp and keen. 

“Oh, Lord!” cried the man who clung to the saddle for 
a few moments, while the horse plunged madly down the 
road; then the body, losing its balance, fell to the road. 

Both sherift and deputy had been shot through the body, 
and both were dead. 

“What have you been doing, Billy?” asked a voice in 
tho yard, near whore the murderer stood. . 

Turning, he beheld Mrs. McSwain, the beautiflil and ac¬ 
complished wife of one of his old employers. 

“ I have just been teaching a couple of fellows not to in¬ 
terfere with me,” the lad replied, with tho samo cold, 
wicked smile oil his face. 

“ I thought they had already learned that,” the lady re¬ 
plied. 

“ It seems that these fellows had not; however, they will 
never bother me again; I must go now.” 

Descending from the wall, he walked across .the beauti- 
fhl lawn, and, mounting his horse upon the opposite side of, 
the adobe wall, rode away. 

It was doubtless the intention of Billy to leavo tho coun¬ 
try, at least to quit Lincoln County, but another mystic line 
in t he web of fate changed his purpose. 

He left tho village behind him, and was riding carelessly 
along the road, when he came across his steadfast friend, 
Tom O’Fallaher. 

“Helloa, Billy, which way now ?" cried Tom. 

“I can’t say,” the Kid answered. “I rather thought it 
was best to got away from here. ” 

‘‘ Been having more trouble ?” 


“Yes 


What?” 

“There seemed to bo a conflict of authority between 
Sheriff Brady and me. Wo como together and I loft 


“Good 1” said Tom, with an air of satisfaction. “You 

killed him, and I’m glad of it, for he is a-rascal, 

and has all along been in with Murphy, Dolan &,Co. 
“Where are you going?” 

“To Texas, or anywhere to got, out of here.” 

“No, no, don’t think of that,” said Tom. “Sincethewar 
is over so many of our fellows have been thrown out of 
employment, and wo have organized a band of cow-boys. 
Wo want a captain, and you are the man.” 

In less than twenty-four hours Billy the Kid was in com¬ 
mand of twenty of the worst'desperadoes ever known in the 
territory of New Mexico. 

They immediately began operations; robbing stage¬ 
coaches, stealing cattle, murdering, and plundering indis¬ 
criminately. 

When the band was organized and began business, others 
joined until it swelled to a considerable force, commanded 
and controlled by Billy the Kid. 


































‘ What .lo you think of this Billy," asked Tom. 
‘What do you think was the answer?" 
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CHAPTER X. 
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“ It's no use to talk of that, George,” said the Kid, with 
13 “OhI Billy, Billy,” cried the terrified-wretch, “for God's 

thirsty manner, as only the Kid could speak. 
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